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And sang the Christmas carols sweet; 
The are light sparkling over them 
Shone as the star of Bethlehem. 


They sang of how the seers of old 


- The coming of the Christ foretold, 


And how a stem of Jesse's rod 


Would magnify the living God. 


They stood out in the Christmas street 
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They sang of maiden in a fane, 

Of Him who over men should reign, 
While on them flashed the piercing light, 
As shone the star that natal night. 


They sang of Babe, and mother fair, 
Of angels’ voices on the air, 

Of kine that bent adoring knee 
Before the Lord of earth and sea 
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Too soon the music all was past, 


And Mother shut the window fast: 
I hinted I should like to know 
If I could with the singers go. 


But Mother said that it was late, 

The clock had just struck half-past 
eight; 

She said that it would be the best 


For me to take some hours of rest. 
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I tried those Christmas songs to find. 
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Then silently within my mind 
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And softly on a tuneful track 


Those lovely words came slipping back; 


Their drifting sweetness called to me 


To follow where I could not see. 
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Through night more brilliant than the 


noon, 
On snowshoe made of curving moon, 
I ran with hasting feet along 


That shining track of Christmas song. 


In crystal forest vast and deep 
I found the singers in my sleep, 


And there the star of Bethlehem 
Was dripping glory down on them. 
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TheBest Gh 


“Ay merry Christmas to you,” said the bluejay to the pewee. 

“A merry Christmas to you, and as many more merry Christ- 
mases as you can use,” said the pewee to the bluejay. 

“T heard you iesinn this morning, and your song had the sound 
of a wonderful Christmas carol. It is quite worth while to be able 
to sing so sweetly when all the 
summer birds have gone away.” 

“Thank you for your most 
kind words, Mr. Bluejay. And 
may I say, without intending to 
trade compliments, that you look 
very dashing, this morning? Your 
color shows vividly in that bare 
tree, and the background of snow 
effectively brings out the markings 
of your elegant costume. To bor- 
row words from you, it is quite 
worth while to make such a bright 
and lovely spot in the Christmas 
landscape.” 

The bluejay thanked the 
pewee for this generous speech, 
and then asked him: 

“Have you breakfasted >” 

“Oh, yes; and very well, in- 
deed. And you?” 

“Yes. They,” with a flirt of a wing indicating the house near 
to which the tree stood, “‘are extremely bountiful. I had all the grain 
and scraps I cared for.” 
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“Bob White told me yesterday that he and Mrs. Bob had been 
invited to the feeding yard to share with the chickens. Lovely people 
here, as you say.” 

“The best that I ever have lived by. I am glad for Bob and 
Mrs. Bob; they are great favorites, as they should be. I suppose 
that they will have sleeping quarters in the chicken house, while 
the cold and snow last. When he hears about this winter, Red 
Robin will be glad that he went to Palm Beach.” 

“Palm Beach?” 

“Yes; there, or wherever it is that he goes each autumn. Red 

is a great traveler.” 

“Oh, yes. And the nice 
thing about Red’s going away is 
that he comes back in the spring. 
My people, too, are wintering 
in the far South.” 

“T can’t see why any of the 
birds go. It wouldn’t be much 

- like Christmas to me to have flow- 
ers and fruits out of doors, and 
never a flitter of frost for the chil- 
dren to rub off the windowpane!”’ 

“Not much like Christmas 
for northern folk; but they are 
accustomed to it, and that makes 
them expect it.” 

“A great truth you have 
- spoken, Pewee; what we always 
:* have had seems natural, and what 
‘°°. we expect we get. This tree that 
we are in would be a poor sort of 
Christmas tree for the parrots, even 
though it seems all right to us.” 

Just then Neddy came out of the kitchen door; he carried a 
pan of popped corn and crumbs. The pewee flew away in great 
haste. The bluejay followed him. 

““What made you fly?” 

“But that boy!” 

“Who? Neddy? In all his life that boy never hurt a bird. 
Why, he was bringing out food for any of us who might be hungry. . 
It’s ridiculous to fear Neddy.” 

“Of course you know. I have not met Neddy, and so I didn’t 
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understand. But come with me, and we will go to my berry field. 
The berries are dry, but they are good. There are not many, but 
enough to share, and I should be delighted to have you as my Christ- 
mas guest.” 

The pewee and the bluejay flew to the berry field, and the 
sparrows made a great feast and a great chatter where Neddy had 
scattered his contribution to the Christmas practice of giving and 
good cheer. 

“‘Mother,” asked Neddy while he watched the sparrows, “do 

i ee you think that the birds are hav- 

ing enough food this winter? 
The snow covers nearly every- 


thing.” 

“Well, Neddy, your father 
is doing all that he can for the 
birds around here. Last night 
the quails came into the feeding 
yard, and that shows that food 
outside is scarce. So this morn- 
ing your father is taking out his 
first gift of unthreshed wheat 
and shelled corn for the birds. 
And you are doing all that you 
can for them, so I think that 
they will come through the win- 
ter, well fed and happy.” 

Neddy thought for a mo- 
ment. “You and Father were 
talking about the heavenly 
Father’s feeding the birds. Tell 
me more of that,” he said. 

“Surely, Laddie; we talked about the heavenly Father’s feeding 
the birds, when we left so many cherries in the trees, last summer. 
We agreed then that we should like to be partners of the heavenly 
Father in the winter as well as in the summer, and that as a part 
of our thanks to Him for our daily bread we could give to the birds 
a winter share of the crops that the heavenly Father’s sun and 
rain made to yield so well.” 

Neddy picked up a red ball and rolled it before the kitten. . 
The kitten ran after the ball, sprang upon it, and then played with 
it, patting it with first one and then another paw, so that the ball 
rolled this way and that. Neddy laughed. 
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12 WEE WISDOM 
““Will the birds have enough food to make them a good Christ- 


mas dinner?” he asked. 
“T think so. Your father never spares feed at any time, and 
in cold and snowy weather he gives more than a usual portion.” 


The bluejay came back in the evening and had supper from 
crumbs that Neddy had put out. 


When night came with glittering stars looking down through the 
snappy twilight, the birds and Neddy and his kitten went to bed. 

The wind was sharp, and Neddy slept in a generously ventilated 
room. His mother tucked the blankets close to his chin. 

“Thank you; that is very comfortable; this has been the best 
Christmas; good night,” he said. 

The wind was sharp. The bluejay slept in a tree. He snuggled 
down on his feet to keep them cozy. 

“This is the best Christmas that I ever have had,” he said. 


Hark to the message bells let fall: 
“A Merry Christmas to you all.” 
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ESTELLE URBAHNS _ 


Part Il 


Susie skipped happily through the snow. Her eyes were shining. 
Her yellow curls were bobbing. She was smiling all over her little 
rosy face. 

“What are you smiling so much about?” asked Mr. Baily, the 
postman, as he stopped and took some letters out of a mail box. 

“Oh, there’s to be a party at school, and Mother made me a 
surprise lunch.”” She held up the package tied with the red string. 
“Here it is, and it’s full of—oh, I don’t know what’s in it! Mother 
says it’s something beautiful.” 

“Oh! I suspect it’s a calico dog, or maybe a chocolate cat,” 
suggested the postman, and he smiled too. 

“Oh, it’s better than that!” said Susie. 

She ran along, and pretty soon she met Mr. Meeker, with his 
cart of homemade pies. ‘““What are you smiling so about, this cold 
and frosty morning?” he asked. 

Susie laughed joyously and again held up her package tied with 
the red string. “I’m smiling about this. We're going to have a party 
at school, and Mother made me a beautiful surprise lunch. She said 
I never could guess what was in it.”” 

“Oh! I reckon I could,” said Mr. Meeker, rubbing his red nose. 
“I guess it’s a king’s pie, with four and twenty blackbirds baked in 
the middle.” 

At that, Susie laughed so that she could scarcely stand up. “Oh, 
it’s better than that!”’ she said. 

On she ran. At the corner she met her teacher, Miss Lewis. 
“Good morning, Susie,” the teacher said. “What are you so happy 
about this morning >?” 
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Susie smiled until she could scarcely see. “‘Oh! I’m happy about 
the party.” She held up her package tied with a red string. “Mother 
says I'll never be able to guess what’s in my surprise lunch.” 

“It’s cream puffs and cinnamon figs,” guessed Miss Lewis. 

“Oh! it’s better’n that,” said Susie. 

She hurried into the cloak room and tucked her lunch away. All 


morning she kept asking herself: ““I wonder what’s in my lunch?” 


She held up the package tied with the red string. 


At 11 o'clock a long table was set with frilly paper tablecloths. 
Miss Lewis had a bright orange and a pretty card at each place. 
The children brought their lunches and sat down. They sang a little 
“thank you” song, and then they opened their lunches. Oh, the good 
things that began to appear on the table! Sandwiches and little 
cakes! Jelly rolls and cinnamon buns! Tiny pies, gingerbread boys 
and gingerbread girls! Animal cookies, nuts, lollipops and fruit! 
Each child had some lovely surprise in his box. 

Susie’s eyes were dancing again, and her yellow curls were 
bobbing. She knew that her lunch would have the best surprise of 
all. Perhaps the postman had guessed right; it might be a calico 
dog, or even a chocolate cat. Mother could make wonderful things. 
She laughed out loud with joy. Some one looked at her and said: 
“Susie, why don’t you open your lunch?” 
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Susie laughed again. “Nobody can guess what’s in my lunch,” 
she called out, as she untied the red string and loosened the paper. 

The other children, forgetting their own lunches, watched Susie. 
She took off the heavy outside wrapping. Then she pulled open a 
piece of paraffin paper. And there—well, it was not a chocolate 
cat, and it was not a gingerbread man, or a king’s pie. It was not 
anything that Susie thought it would be! It was just a queer, sour- 
looking lump. 

No one in the room, not even Susie herself, knew what the 
queer-looking lump was. The room was so still that one could almost 
hear the snow falling against the window panes. 

Susie reached out, took a tiny piece, and put it into her mouth. 
Oh, dear! She made a sorry face, with lips turning down at the 
corners. 

“Oh! Oh!” exclaimed Susie. 

All the children laughed, and Susie began to cry, her curly head 
on her arms. 

Miss Lewis hurried to her. “Why, Susie, dear, what is it?” 
She picked up the sour-looking lump and looked at it. “‘O Susie! 
There’s been a mistake. You've brought the wrong package. Your 
— never would send you to school with sauerkraut for your 
unch.” 

Everybody laughed again—except Susie. She sat very still, 
her eyes smarting. Her sleepy ears were beginning to wake up. 
A far-away little voice seemed to tell her that Mother had said: 
“*Y our lunch is tied with a blue string.” She looked on the table. The 
string under the paper was not blue; it was red! 

Suddenly she remembered something else that she had heard 
her mother say that morning: “Susie, your sleepy ears are going to 
punish you some day.” And Grandpa had said: “Your ears are 
going to punish you when you least expect it.” And she had only 
laughed at the idea! 

_ But her ears had punished her, harder than she ever had been 
punished before. 

““Here’s your coat, Dear,”’ said Miss Lewis. “Run home and 
take the sauerkraut and tell Mother that she gave you the wrong 
package.” 

“Tt—it wasn’t Mother—it was my sleepy ears that did it to me.” 
But no one, not even Miss Lewis, knew what Susie meant. 

She ran through the snow as fast as she could, and all the way 
home she was saying to herself: “I’m never going to let my ears go 
to sleep again.” 

Just before Susie reached the house, Mother came into the 
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kitchen to prepare the sauerkraut for dinner. She stared with thought- 
ful eyes at the package on the table, tied with a blue string. ‘Where 
was the sauerkraut? The grocer’s boy always came early. 

“IT know: Susie has taken the sauerkraut to the party. Poor 
little sleepy ears!” 

She hurried to the telephone and called up the school. But 
while she was telephoning, a little girl, all out of breath, slipped into 
the kitchen. She dropped the package of sauerkraut on the table and 
picked up the package tied with a blue string. In another minute she 
was running back toward school. 


Rachel westonAlden 
It was just a queer, sour-looking lump. 


When Susie opened the schoolroom door the children were just 
getting up from the table. The table no longer looked pretty. It 
was covered with paper napkins, orange peelings, egg shells, and bits 
of bread and cake. A lump came into Susie’s throat at sight of it. 
Hot tears rolled down her cheeks as she thought of her surprise lunch. 
It wouldn’t be fun to eat her lunch—now. 

“T’m so sorry, Susie,” said Miss Lewis. “We wanted to wait 
for you, but we had just a half hour for lunch, and the children 
asked to take ten minutes for musical chairs.” She patted Susie on 


the cheek. 
While the children were playing, Susie sat alone, eating her 
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surprise lunch. She had never seen anything prettier than her sand- 
wiches, and the lemon tarts looked just like fairy food. But there 
was no one to see, no one to say: “Oh! Oh! See what Susie has!” 

Again a lump came into Susie’s throat. What fun it would have 
been to open her lunch with the others. But something whispered: 
“No one is to blame but you, Susie.” Her mother’s words came to 
her again: “Susie, your sleepy ears are going to punish you some 
day.” She wiped away a tear. 

Miss Lewis came over to her. “Getting along all right, Susie? 
Oh, what a pretty lunch! I believe it’s the prettiest one!” she 
whispered. ““Too bad that you could not have had it with the other 
children.” She patted Susie’s cheek: “Never mind, you will never 
make such a mistake again.” 

Two tears came’ into Susie’s eyes. ‘“‘No—I never will,” she 
declared. 

That night at dinner Susie announced to her family: “I’m never 
going to let my ears go to sleep again. They punish me too hard.” 


(The end) 
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CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


E First we shall make a Christmas gift for Mother. It is to be a 

; twine holder, to hold a ball of twine. To make the twine holder we 

shall need a piece of fancy or flowered ribbon 10! inches long and 
about 23% inches wide; two pieces of 
silk or satin the size of the ribbon 
and in a plain color that will look 
well with it; a yard of narrow 
ribbon to match some color in 
the wide ribbon; a piece of buckram 
or tough pasteboard that will not 

. crack, and a ball of twine. Now 
we are ready for work. 

First, on one edge of each piece 
of satin make a 1/47 inch hem. On 
the other edge, on the wrong side, 
turn back about 1% inch of the ma- 
terial and baste it down. On each 
side of the flowered ribbon baste a 
piece of the satin, laying the edge of 
the ribbon over the right side of the 
V4 inch that you basted back. Fin- 
ish this joining and the hems with the 
long-and-short stitch—a tiny stitch 
on the wrong side and a long one on 
the right side. For this work use a 
heavy imitation silk floss. Sew the 

ends of your work together on the wrong side between the hems, 
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WEE WISDOM 19 
leaving the hems open so that the narrow ribbon may be run through 
them. Cut a piece of buckram the size of the wide ribbon; fold the 
ends, one over the other, and slip into bag even with the wide ribbon. 
Get it just the right size; take it out and tack the ends together. Put 
back in the bag and tack in place under the ribbon, using stitches that 


Lz 


Diagram 2 


do not show on the right side. Run the narrow ribbon through one 
of the hems, put a ball of twine in the bag, and after pulling the 
end of twine through, as shown in diagram 1, draw the ribbon closely 
and tie in a tiny knot. Then run the ribbon through the other hem 
and draw it up, making a little bow like the one shown in diagram |. 
This makes a loop by which to hang the bag on a nail or hook. No 
more hunting twine, after this bag is in place! 
Next we shall make some pretty bows for Big Sister’s “undies.” 
For two bows, we shall need a yard of satin ribbon about | inch wide, 
and some pieces of georgette, chiffon, or soft satin from which can 
be cut six strips 1!/2 inches wide and 8 inches long. Perhaps you can 
find these materials in the accommodating scrap bag. They need 
not all be of the same color. 
. Choose light shades that will 
look well together. Cut the 
ribbon in half, and from 
each piece make a bow with 
two loops on each side of the 
center. See diagram 2. Fold 


a one of the pieces of georgette 


in the middle, lengthwise; 
‘= fold one end back, the other 

sae so that they meet 
‘ in the center, and gather th 
Diagram i) raw edges as shown in dia. 


gram 2!7. Roll this up 
loosely as you gather it and tack through the lower edge to keep 
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in place. Three of these little roses are to be tacked to the center of 
each bow. Find a small box. Fit a piece of cardboard in the bottom, 
then tack the bows to the cardboard. The gift may then be wrapped 
and laid away. 

Have you ever covered boxes with bright colored paper? They 
are pretty if covered with holly or mistletoe paper. Usually there 
are a number of boxes in the house, and others may be procured from 
the stores if you ask long enough before the holiday rush. To 
cover a box, lay the lid on the paper and mark all around it, then 
allow extra for the sides, leaving a little to turn under. Cut a square 
out of each corner, as shown in diagram 3. Now you need some 
paste. Library paste is good, or you can make good paste by dis- 
solving two rounding table- 
spoons of flour in 14 cup of 
water and pouring on it 114 
cups of boiling water. Let 
this boil until it is clear, stir- 
ring it all the time. If there 
are lumps in it, put it through 
a cloth or strainer before us- 
ing. Spread this paste evenly 
over the top of lid, lay the 
lid inside pencil lines, and 
smooth the paper on. Put 
the paste on the sides, one 
at a time; press the paper on 
smoothly, turning the edges 
inside the lid. The box need 
se not be covered if the lid is 


Di agt am 4 deep enough to hide it; if the 


box shows below the lid, 
cover the sides also, turning 
the edge at top and bottom. 
Or you may cover the whole of the box as you did the top. 

A large coffee can covered with pretty wall paper makes a 
good cooky can. Use a can the lid of which comes off easily; cut 
the paper to fit around the can, so that the lap on the side does 
not interfere much with the design of the paper. Apply paste to 
can and carefully smooth the paper on. Perhaps you can find a 
narrow strip of paper of another color that you can use around the 
bottom of can and around the sides of the lid after the top of the 
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lid has been covered. Grandmother will appreciate this can, for she 
will be able to keep little cakes fresh in it for her guests. 

A pretty flower vase may be made in the same way. Take a 
slender glass jar that has no neck and cover it with bright-colored, 
figured wall paper of small design. A cold-cream jar, covered i in 
the same way, with the lid gilded, will be useful for some one’s 
bathroom shelf. 

Daddy uses a whisk on often. You might get him a new one, 
and make a holder for it, so that he always might know just where 
to look for it. Cut a pattern something like diagram 4, doubling the 
paper in the center to cut it, as shown in the upper right-hand corner 
of diagram, so that both sides will be alike. Cut a strip about 3 
inches wide for the strap to hold the broom in the case. Using these 
patterns, cut the case out of tough, stiff cardboard that will not crack 
easily. Cover these two pieces on both sides with some pretty colored 
silk or satin, binding the edges with narrow ribbon. The binding 
can be fastened with French knots of heavy floss, making the knots 
about 14 inch apart and letting the floss run between them on the 
under side. 

Fasten on the front strip by cutting slits in the back just large 
enough for the ends of the cardboard to go through, fitting it tightly 
to the broom. Using heavy glue, stick the ends to the back of case, 
and put a few stitches through to hold them firmly. Put a loop on 
the top to hang it up by. If you prefer, this holder may be covered, 
like the vase and the cooky can, with pretty wall paper. 


To Him who sends me daily 
bread, 

In thankfulness I bow my 

head. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Rezuirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. ; 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in two 
months before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for March Wee Wisdom must be in by January 1. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much and you are a great help 
to me. I say The Prayer of Faith every day. One day my mother lost an 
expensive pin that she prized very much. She searched a long time without 
finding it. I said The Prayer of Faith, after which I immediately found the 
pin. I am trying to radiate sumshine and to be a true Booster.—Violet Lair. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother, Daddy, and my sister had bad colds, but 
I said The Prayer of Faith and they have quite recovered. I will try to get 
many children to join the Booster Club.—Mary Sunderland. 

Dear Wees—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. One day my mother was 
sick. I said The Prayer of Faith for her and she was better the next day.— 
Helen Jahn. 

My dear Friends—I love Wee Wisdom better than any other magazine 
I have ever read. I had a headache this morning; I said The Prayer of 
Faith, and the headache left—Ruby Lee Griffin. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I bless the day that I received my first copy of you. 
A kind lady gave you to me. Ever since you taught me to trust in God, I 
have been a better girl. I won the highest honors in a spelling contest and passed 
my examinations with a good average. I wish you everlasting success.— 
Margaret Gregory. 

Dear Editor—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I say The Prayer of 
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Faith every night and I am sure it helps me to be a more loving girl.—Elsa 
Voorhees. 

Dear Friends—I thank you a thousand times for Wee Wisdom. It is the 
aicest magazine that I ever read. I am going to keep my Wee Wisdoms to 
read to my baby sister when she is old enough to understand.—Sara Richardson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I like The Prayer of Faith, 
and the Busy Sunbeams sewing lessons.—Katherine Ethel Block. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been a reader of Wee Wisdom for more 
than a year and I enjoy it very much. I say The Prayer of Faith every night for 
myself and for others, and it has helped me very much.—Mary Elizabeth 
Armstrong. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—TI like you. I like Home Tots, Blanche’s Corner, 
“The Road to Happiness,” and ‘“The Caller That Came up a Tree.”’ I like 
the Boosters too.—Lee Binning. 

Dear Friends—I love Magic Pillows, For the Little Artist, and The 
Prayer of Faith Margaret Criswell. 

Dear Secretary—A kind friend of my grandmother’s sent me Wee Wis- 
dom for a year. I like it very much. Mary /. Pearson. 

Dear Editor—I have a little sister six years old. She and | say The 
Prayer of Faith every night. I lend all my Wee Wisdoms to the neighbors’ 
children. My teacher reads to us from Wee Wisdom when I take it to school. 
—Véirginia Norvall. 

Dear Secretary—lI should like to write to some of the boys and girls, so 
that I may know more about their states and cities and be their friends. I have 
learned the Booster Club motto.—Geraldine Page Jones. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like the poems by I. O. S. very much. I have 
learned The Prayer of Faith Beth Grove. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are so nice that I could not give you up. I 
like best the poems by Imelda Octavia Shanklin, The Little Artist, Blanche’s 
Corner, and Home Tots, but I like you from cover to cover.—Beth Edwards. 

Dear Editor of Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking Wee Wisdom two 
years. Mamma and I think it is the best magazine for children. I read it to 
my little sister —Marguerite Boyd. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Our room at school takes Wee Wisdom. We read 
the stories and enjoy them.—Romold Piesiewig. 

Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like Blanche’s Corner 
and “The Road to Happiness.” I read The Prayer of Faith every day.— 
Betty Ann Ballard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I like Wee Wisdom so much that we 
subscribed for it with our own money. We like Bige best of all—Peggy Ann 
and Eugene Philpot. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I first received you as a present from my mother. 
I have a Sunday school class and every Sunday I read the lesson to the children. 
I enjoy reading you.—Evelyn J. Hilton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI look upon you as the best friend that I could have. 
You teach me to tell the truth, to be kind, and many other wonderful things that 
all children should know.—Georgia Elnora Judd. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like your last cross word puzzle. We had it 
done in one day. I like The Prayer of Faith. I was nervous one night when 
I went to bed, and I prayed to God. When I got up I felt much better.— 
Edward Moran, 


— 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you better than any other magazine that | 
have ever seen. I like Home Tots and the Puzzle Page the best of all.— 
Emma Mae Hartford. 

Dear Editor—My grandmother takes Wee Wisdom for me. [| like it very 
much. My little girl friends who live in the next house borrow it. They 
like Wee Wisdom, too.—Marion Moffett. 

Dear Friends—My cousin and I are sharing the Wee Wisdom magazines. 
We take them to Unity classes on Sunday, and we thoroughly enjoy them. 
I liked “‘Jamie’s Thought Garden.”” I have many weeds to kill and many 
seeds of quality to sow. Each Sunday we take a quality of God and practice 
it during the week by turning on the tap of the Great Reservoir. By having 
faith in the Word, we obtain that for which we ask. I also belong to the 
Girl Guides Association and recently was made a patrol leader. I have 
chosen for my patrol the motto of the three monkeys.—Christine Smith (New 
Zealand.) 

Dear Wees—When I went away for my vacation I did not tell my 
sister to send Wee Wisdom to me, but I missed it so much that I wrote her 
to send it. Whenever I get in trouble or anything goes wrong (it does not 
happen very often) I always remember The Prayer of Faith, which has helped 
me in many ways.—Beatrice Kent. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Hugh B. Crawford; Elaine Martin; Thelma June Monk; Suzanne 
Osborn; Christine Smith; Ellen Hansen; Elsie Duncalf; Evelyn Duncalf; 
L. V. Gordon; Naomi Gordon; Martha Jean Sailors; Mary Hannah Sailors; 
Alice Katherine Waggaman; Eleanor Coxon; Nadine Blakesley; Eleanor 
Hurd; Ferne Lisle; Helen Horlacher; Doris Kimball; Hugh van Dort; Audrey 
van Dort; Evelyn van Dort; Mazie Melhursh; Florence Anderson; Jeannette 
E. Beard; Dorothy Jackson; Ruby Stavoplis; Annabell Clark; Mildred 
MacLeod; Louise Mellen; Jane England; Olive Rigsby; Gail M. Shively; 
_ Porter; Mable Walsh; Judson Freeman; Ruth M. McCloud; Dorothy 

arzog. 


WEES WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Ruth Nichols: protection; George Thompson: health; Francis Beatty: 
health for father; Frankie Connelly: health; Birdie Mae Blatch: health for 
mother and that her knee may become straight; Violette Park: continue prayers; 
Magnolia Ashford: health and school work; Jean Sparrow: better eyesight 
and health for mother. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


The Booster Club of Kokomo, Ind., Lucy Schuler, president, 502 N. 
Main st.; Alma Barnum, 5011 S. I st., Tacoma, Wash.; Jane England 
(12 years), 3549 Victor st., St. Louis, Mo.; Ethel Lackenly (14 years), 
69 N. 12th st., San Jose, Calif.; Maud M. Lewis (12 years), Oreana, 
Idaho; Margaret H. Sothern (9 years), Oreana, Idaho; Lillian T. Arthur 
(12 years), 61 Samoset st., Plymouth, Mass.; Jean Sparrow (10 years), 
312 5th ave., San Rafael, Calif.; Mansell B. Gordon-Jones (8 years), 
Private Bag, Kaikohe nr. Aukland, New Zealand; Margaret Chase (8 years), 
North Hanover st., Carlisle, Pa.; Minnie Llewellyn (11 years), 61 S. 
Washington st., Tarrytown-on-the-Hudson, N. Y. 


WEE WISDOM 


Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader-of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter 
or a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after 
your first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it be- 
cause we wish to let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young 
Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


THE Ebpiror. 


CHRISTMAS 
Nancy M. Parr (13 years) 
Glen Cove, L. I. 


Happy bells are ringing, 
Christmas time is here. 
Girls are gayly singing, 
All spells Christmas cheer. 


Sleigh bells now are jangling, 
Santa Claus is here; 

Packs of toys, of all descriptions 
Left here every year. 


Little ice ponds, frozen fast, 
And sparkling thin white snow, 
Cold and icy wintry blasts, 
.Freezing, oh! just so. 


All these are heralds of the news 
That Christmas time is here, 
And we shall greet the happy Morn 
With laughter and good cheer. 


AUTHORS 
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A WINTER EVENING 


EmiLy Copy 
Mayville, Mich. 


It is a winter evening. A storm is raging outside and snow and 
sleet are beating against the window panes, but they cannot get in. 
We are sitting by the fire, which is making the room so warm that we 
forget the weather outside. We are watching the bright red sparks 
jumping from the fire. 

Even though troubles seem all around us and evil thoughts, like 
the sleet, try to sift in through the windows, we look to God and he 
incloses us with his loving arms, like the walls of the warm room. 
His love, like the fire, keeps us warm, and he sends love-thoughts to us, 
like the beautiful red sparks from the fire. The troubles soon cease 
their efforts to get to us and the storm dies down, leaving every- 
thing peaceful and serene, both inside and outside. 


CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 
Mayout E. Day (11 years) 
E. Lynn, Mass. 


Mystery is in the air, everywhere, everywhere, 
Stockings are hung by the hearth; 

Children creep up the stair 

Waiting for Santa Claus to get there; 

Old and young are full of mirth. 


BEAUTY, THE FAIRY 


CATHERINE CLINEDINST 
Pasadena, Calif. 


Once there was a fairy who lived in the woods. She was very 
tiny, with wings so small that one could hardly see them. She had long, 
beautiful, golden hair; because of it she was called Beauty. 

One day Beauty saw a little boy crying. 

““What is the matter?” she asked. 

“T am lost,” said the boy. 

Beauty was full of sympathy. She raised her golden wand and 
said some magic words, and in an instant the boy found himself in his 
own front yard. 
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KELLOGG 


HAROLD EVANS 


HOBBYHORSE 


Christmas time is approaching rapidly. So let us get out our 
tool kits and begin work on the gift here described, a hobbyhorse. 

First, make the horse’s head. The pattern is to be transferred 
from the page to a piece of wood !/ inch thick. Place carbon paper 
between the pattern and the board and draw around the outline with 
a pencil. Then cut the head out with a scroll saw. 

The tongue is 34 inch square and 36 inches long. A notch 4 
inches long and 3% inch deep is cut in one end of the tongue. This 
notch first is marked out with a ruler and try-square, and then cut out 
with a saw and with knife or chisel. 

A similar notch 34 inch long and 3% inch deep is cut in the 
opposite end of the tongue. 

The crosspiece is made of wood 3% inch square and 8 inches long. 
Round off the sharp edges of the tongue and the lnceeene with a 
plane or file. 

Turn an ordinary drinking cup upside down on a piece of !/7 inch 
wood and mark around it to form the shape of the two wheels. The 
wheels are then cut out with a scroll saw. File and sandpaper all 
pieces smooth before joining. 

The horse’s head and the crosspiece may be attached to the 
tongue either with screws or with nails. Glue should be placed be- 
tween the joints. 

With an awl drill a hole in the center of each wheel. Attach 
each wheel to the crosspiece with a large-headed nail, leaving it loose 
enough to turn easily. A small leather strap or a large brown shoestring 
will serve as reins. With a tack attach the reins to the horse’s head 
near the mouth. 

The hobbyhorse is now ready to be decorated. Use tubes of oil 
paint for this work. Paint the head white; paint the tongue and the 


— brown. The eyes, bridle bit, and wheels should be painted 
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Lesson 10, DECEMBER 6, 1925. 
PAUL’S VOYAGE AND SHIPWRECK.—Acts 27:1-44. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Be of good cheer; it is 1; be not afraid.—Matt. 
14:27. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


When Paul appealed to Cesar he put his trust in the law of man. 
When even for a short time we take our minds from trust in God and 
depend on human laws, we then have to let those laws work for us. 
God does not leave us at such times, but his law does not work for us 
freely while our thoughts are on material things. 

God’s laws are with us all the time, but they do not help us unless 
we call upon them and give them a chance to work through our minds. 
If we lose faith in the laws of God, or if we think that human laws will 
work for us more quickly or more surely, we close our minds to the working 
of God’s laws. Many of us are held for a long time in bondage to 
material things because we have called upon material things rather than 
upon God. The only thing that can set us free from such bondage is to 
work for greater faith in God alone. 

Even while we are struggling with material bondage, the Spirit of 
God is ever with us to point out the way that we shall go, as the Spirit 
of the Lord warned Paul of the dangers that were ahead. 

The great storm and the shipwreck that brought so much danger to 
Paul stand for the stormy times that we have in our minds when our 
thoughts are divided between material things and the things of Spirit. 
These stormy times often cause us pain and loss, but the Christ Spirit abides 
with us to save us. The material ideas that have carried us along (for which 
the ship stands) are broken up and we are brought safely to solid ground. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What happens when we depend on human laws? 
What will set us free from bondage to material things? 
Does the Spirit of God ever leave us? 

For what do the storm and the shipwreck stand? 


LEsson THOUGHT—] trust only the laws of God to bring all good 
into my life. 


OC Za 


: 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I will not trust in mortal laws 
That may be overthrown, 
But I will seek the law of God 


And trust in it alone. 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 13, 1925. 


PAUL IN MELITA AND ROME.—Acts 28:1-31. 


GOLDEN TEXT—I/ am not ashamed of the gospel: for it is the power 
of God unto salvation to every one that believeth—Rom. 1:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson Paul shows great spiritual power, especially in his 
healing work on the island of Melita. No form of material bondage 
can weaken the power of God in us if we have faith, and his power 
heals and prospers us and makes us glad. 

Truth, or the understanding of God, first comes to life in our hearts, 
for which Jerusalem stands. Rome stands for the head, or the human 
will, as ruler. Because of Paul’s fighting nature he got into the troubles 
that ended in his being taken to Rome as a prisoner. When the mind 
is permitted to argue and to dispute about Truth the spiritual thoughts 
slowly give way to mortal mind and become prisoners to it. 

Paul told the Jews at Rome that he had done no wrong for which 
he should be made prisoner, but he forgot that he would have been set 
free by King Agrippa if he had not appealed to Caesar. Sometimes we 
think that we are treated unjustly, when the real reason for the treatment 
is found in the fact that we have turned from our trust in God and are 
depending on human help. 

The Jews at Jerusalem, without knowing anything about the Truth 
that Paul taught, had formed ideas about it, and they told Paul that 
they knew “that everywhere it is spoken against.” We too often make 
up our minds about religion before we really understand it. The later 
action of the Jews in going to Paul’s home to hear about Truth, teaches 
us that we should keep our minds open to spiritual things. 

Paul was not discouraged because some believed and others did not. 
We should faithfully live and teach the truth, even though we do not 
seem to get along as rapidly as we wish. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Can any form of material bondage weaken the power of God in us? 
What happens when the mind is permitted to argue and to dispute 
about Truth? 
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What may be the real reason for treatment that seems to us unjust? 
How should we keep our minds toward spiritual things? 


LEsson THOUGHT—Under all conditions God is with me and helps 
me in my work, 


MEMORY VERSE 


I seek the good on every hand 
And know that I shall find 

The health and happiness of God, 
Because good fills my mind. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 20, 1925. 
CHRISTMAS LESSON.—Matthew 2:1-15. 


GOLDEN Text—F or there is born to you this day in the city of David 
a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord.—Luke 2:11. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Our spiritual growth begins with the growth of the Christ Spirit 
in us, and as we rejoice over the birth of Jesus we are reminded that 
in our hearts is the manger, ready for Christ to be born anew in us. 

Bethlehem means the “house of bread,” which is a place where is 
found spiritual substance, from which all our good comes. When Christ 
is born in us we learn to understand more about the substance of Spirit 
and how to bring forth from it all things that we need. 

The Wise Men of the East stand for the spiritual good that is 
within us and which does not come into our use until it comes to praise 
the newly born Christ. The rich gifts that the Wise Men brought 
remind us of the good that is ours when our spiritual good is drawn 
from within. 

The Wise Men’s worship of the child Jesus teaches us of the love 
and the devotion that we must show to the Christ child that is born in us. 
Nothing will take the place of worship and praise to make the divine 
Spirit in us come forth into our bodies and all our affairs. 

When we turn within we receive a light to guide us as the Wise 
Men were guided by the star, and we see what God wishes us to do. 
The leading that comes from within always brings us to a place where 
we find the Christ. The finding of the inner light always brings us joy 
and gladness, and we rejoice as the Wise Men rejoiced when they saw 
the star. 

It is ever our part to guard the Christ Spirit in us from all harm, 
that it may grow in strength and in wisdom to save us from all evil. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
With what does our spiritual growth begin? 
For what do the Wise Men of the East stand? 
What do worship and praise do? 
Is there a “star” that guides us? Explain. 


LEsson THOUGHT—The Christ is newly born in me and the rich 
gifts of Spirit are mine. 
MEMORY VERSE 
The guiding star of God’s own truth 
Is shining on my way, 
And I rejoice because the Christ 


Is born in me today. 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 27, 1925. 
REVIEW: FROM ATHENS TO ROME. - 


GoLDEN TExtT—Being therefore justified by faith, we have peace 
with God through our Lord Jesus Christ—Rom. 5:1. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

In this quarter we have continued our study of the sending of the 
Christ teaching to all parts of our bodies and of our affairs. The greatest 
lesson that we learn is the value of divine wisdom, love, and right thinking. 

Divine wisdom helped Paul to say the right thing at Athens in order 
to win the interest of the people. It guided him in his travels through 
Asia, and showed the places that he should visit and the places that 
were not ready for the Word. It led him to return to Jerusalem, and it 
foretold to him the storm and the shipwreck and the fact that all lives 
would be saved. 

If we listen to the voice of divine wisdom within us, we are led to 
act always for our highest good. The voice of Spirit within tells us when 
to speak and when to be silent; it warns us of dangers in the way, and 
it makes strong our faith that God will take care of us. 

Love, which is taught in Paul’s letters to the Corinthians, led some 
of Paul’s jailers and judges to treat him kindly and to show him many 
favors. Love was shown in Paul’s service to the churches and in the 
friendship of the people for Paul. 

Love teaches us not to argue about religion, but to keep active in 
spreading Truth by our lives and the service that we can give. By listening 
to the voice of love in us we may be saved many of the storms that 
Paul had to meet. 

Right thinking is the central thought in the lesson from Paul’s letter 
to the Ephesians. It keeps our minds on the good that is all about us 
and it brings greater good into our lives. 


i 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the greatest lesson of the quarter > 

How does divine wisdom help us? 

What are some of the things that love teaches us? 
What does right thinking do? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will be guided by divine wisdom, | will serve 
lovingly, and I will think only on the good. 


MEMORY VERSE. 
God’s wisdom ever leads me 
To do the things I should, 
And love and righteous thinking 
_ Attract my highest good. 


MY LETTER TO YOU 
Dear Wisdoms: 


I have been having a long, delightful vacation, in Iowa, 
“where the tall corn grows.” 

I was out of doors, with the flowers and the trees, and the 
green, singing cornfields. I rode for miles and miles through 
the fertile farm lands. The birds sang for me, and sometimes 
there was other music—the thunder and the dash of rainstorms. 
I watched the sweet, cool mornings melt into the day, and then 
waved good night to the sun as it put on a garment of gold and 
fire, purple and pink and mauve, to go to bed at night. 

I searched the sky for the new moon, stood under the clear 
stars, and I had more than I could breathe of the fresh, cool 
air that flows over the vast lands of prairie and rivers and lakes. 

I met new Wisdoms. Happy Wisdoms they were as they 
told me how much they love our magazine. Some of them had 
just received their first copies, and their faces were full of light 
and joy because of the many beautiful things they found on the 
pages that you too love to read. 

This has been a real vacation, but I did not feel separated 
from you while away; I felt that all of you were with me. 

Now I am back at my desk in time to tell you about it, and 
to wish you a Merry Christmas. 

With love, 


THE EpITor 
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Sa 


THE SPARTANS’ CHRISTMAS PARTY 


One Friday evening the gang was gathered around the kitchen 
fire at David’s home. They had been reading aloud, in turn, from a 
very interesting book on history. David was reading about Sparta— 
an ancient town whose citizens were taught bravery and heroism almost 


as soon as they had learned to walk. ; 


“We're a bunch of softies,” said Red Sloan in disgust, when 
David stopped to take a bite of apple. “‘I stayed out of school one 
day last week because I had eaten too much, and Kegs cried last 
summer over a little bee sting. The Spartan boys would have laughed 
at little things like that.” 

“The Spartan boys didn’t eat too much, and that bee sting 
wasn’t so little, Red Sloan,” protested Kegs. “It swelled my whole 
face up, and even if you did laugh, I don’t think you were so brave. 
It wasn’t your face that the bee sat on.” 

“T have an idea,” said David. “‘Let’shaveaclub. The initiation 
will be an act of bravery or self-denial. Only those brave enough to 
do what we say can join.” 

“T’ll cut my finger with my knife,” offered Chink. 

“T don’t mean that sort of thing,” explained David. 

“That might be brave, but it wouldn’t be very wise,” added 
Cousin Bob. 

“T’ve been thinking about this ever ‘since we started reading that 
book,” said David, “and the things I mean would take more bravery 
than cutting a finger. Besides they would take self-denial, and the 
Spartans were strong on that too.” 

“Like saving people’s lives?” asked Chink. 

“Where are you going to find enough people for all of us to 
save>?”’ asked Red. 

“Well, it’s not exactly that, either,” answered David. “I thought 
that each of us might give away something that he likes a great 
deal—not old things that he is tired of, but something that he cares 
so much about that he can be sure somebody else would like it. 
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That would be unselfish, and it is a brave person who practices 
self-denial. My father says so.” 

“Who is going to get all this stuff?’ asked Cousin Bob. 

“Why not give it to the Jenkinses?’’ suggested Chink. ““My 
mother says that they are ‘hard up’ again this year and she expects 
that the neighbors will have to provide for their Christmas. Dad says 
that it is always hard times for them because they never look for any 
other kind, but Mother says that we'll have to help them until they 
learn to help themselves.” 

““Let’s bring the things to David’s tomorrow morning and leave 
them in his father’s workshop,” said Kegs. 

They agreed and the next morning a procession of determinedly 
cheerful boys filed up to the workshop. Chink was first; he deposited 
his good luck ring on the workbench. 

“T’ll say that’s brave,” sighed Kegs, who was next in line, as 
he slid a puzzle game from under his coat and slipped it onto the table. 

“That don’t go,” said Chink quickly. “If I’m going to give up 
my ring, Kegs has to do better than that.” 

“T should say so,” said Red. “Why, he was tired of that game 
six months ago. He never could work it, anyway.” 

“All right,” and Kegs hastily picked up the game and started 
for the door. 

“Remember, Kegs,” said David, “you don’t have to give any- 
thing unless you want to.” 

“Yes, but he’ll have to show some real self-denial to get into the 
Spartan Club,” added Chink. 

“T’ll show you whether I’m brave or not,”” said Kegs. Then he 
ran down the lane. 

Red walked slowly up and put his new knife, with the curved 
blade for punching holes, on the bench by the ring. Cousin Bob laid 
two shiny dollars beside them. 

“Oh, Bob,” protested David, “Grandfather gave you those for 
that book of magic tricks that you’ve been wanting.” 

“T thought I’d better give them because there are some girls in 
the Jenkins family, and we haven’t many things that girls would like. 
They can buy some things with that.” 

““But you do want that book,”’ insisted David. 

“Sure,” said Bob shortly. “If I didn’t it wouldn’t take much 
nerve to give up the money, would it >” 

Just then Kegs shot in at the door, all out of breath. Running 
quickly up to the bench, he put down three cakes of real maple sugar, 
which had been sent him by an uncle in Vermont. 
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“There,” he declared proudly, “and I haven’t even tasted it.” 

“Three cheers for Kegsy!”’ shouted David, and the gang gave 
the cheers heartily. 

“That’s all right,” said Kegs, “but I’m going outside where I 
can’t see them. There is no law against that, is there?” 

David was the only one who had not added a treasure to the 
collection. “I haven’t decided just what to give,” he said. 

“You ought to give Bige,”’ said Red. “‘He’s the thing that you 
like best.” 

David's face grew white, and for a while he did not speak. 

“All right,” he said at last. Going to the barn, he got a rope 
and, calling Bige, tied him to a leg of the workbench. The gang 
filed out of the shop without a word. On the way to the gate, Chink 
spoke. He could stand it no longer. 

“Maybe those Jenkinses won’t be good to him,” he began. 

“Don’t do it, David,” pleaded Cousin Bob, while Kegs leaned 
his head on a fence post and cried. 

“Why, you can’t do it, David,” declared Red. “We adopted 
him into the gang a long time ago, and you would have to get our 
consent.” 

Red glared at David as though he had not been the one to 
propose adding Bige to the gifts. 

“Since you are all against me,” said David, smiling, “I will 
change my gift.” 

ere was a race to the shop to see which would be the one to 
untie Bige. He, thinking that it was a game, danced and barked 
gleefully. 

Then David went into the house and brought out the new blue 
and white sweater that his mother had given him for his birthday. 

““You’ve never even worn it, David,” said Cousin Bob, “and you 
liked the colors so much.” 

“Any better than you liked that book of magic?” asked David, 
and both boys grinned. 

When David's father heard about the Spartan Club, he asked 
the boys how they would like to decorate a tree and invite the Jen- 
kinses and the members of the club and their families to a Christmas 
eve party. The boys liked the idea. 

The workshop was swept clean, and a tree was set up and 
decorated. The boys brought some of the decorations that were to 
have been used for their own trees, and they strung pop corn by 
the yard. Chink’s mother sent doughnuts, and Red’s father sent 
oranges. Cousin Bob brought a box of big red apples, and David's 
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mother made pop corn balls. When everything was ready the boys 
decided that there were enough gifts for more than the Jenkins 
family, so they invited the only black boy in the neighborhood, 
Dick Short, and his baby sister. 

On Christmas eve David’s father played Santa Claus and dis- 
tributed the gifts. Then he called the members of the Spartan Club 
to the front and introduced them as the hosts. After applauding the 
boys heartily, the guests became interested in the refreshments. Bige 
had settled himself before the fire with a pop corn ball between his 
paws, when Dick’s baby sister toddled up and put a tiny black hand 
on the ball. Bige looked astonished, then gracefully backed up and, 
sitting down a short distance away, gave the baby full possession. 

“That makes him a member of the Spartans,” cried Kegs, above 
the laughter. Then each member of the club marched solemnly up 
and shook hands with Bige. 

That night when the crowd had gone and the lights were out, 
David knelt on the floor and put his arms around Bige. 

“TI didn’t really intend giving you away,” he said, “not after 
promising you that I would keep you forever and ever. I knew the 
gang would back up, and Red was the first to reach you and untie 
you.” David chuckled as he gave Bige a good night pat. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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GOOD WORDS CLUB 


The Central Secretary of the Good Words Club is receiving 
many happy letters from members, both new and old, telling how 
the Club helps them to use good, true words. We wish that you 
might read them all. Here are a few: 


Bristow, Okla.—I forget at times to speak good words; then Mother has 
me read the little card that you sent. I love to think of the way the Club is 
helping children —N. M. 

Chicago, [ll—The Prayer of Faith has been helping me to guide 
my speech and say good words only. Each day and night I ask God to 
guide my way, keep me well, and bless every one. Please pray for me 
to be a more faithful member.—/. L. /. 

Oroville, Calif—The Good Words Club has helped me much. In- 
stead of talking when I am angry, I keep still—D. C. M. 

These members are being helped, and you too may receive help in 
keeping your thoughts and your speech pure and sweet. 


RULES OF UNITY GOOD WORDS CLUB 


1. Members are admitted upon application to the central secretary. (Send 
to the central secretary for an application blank. No charge for membership; no 
dues.) Freewill offerings are received from those who desire to help financially. 

2. Members are to avoid negative subjects and are to fulfill the pledge by 
using words of trust, wisdom, goodness, health, courage, truth, cheer, purity, 
peace, faith, prosperity, praise, joy, and good will. 

. Members are expected to report once a month, if convenient, to the 
central secretary. (All that is required is a mere statement to the effect that the 
member is succeeding in his effort to replace idle words with good ones.) 

4. Each member will endeavor to obtain at least one new member each 
year. The pledge must be signed personally by the one joining. Extra blanks 
for new members to fill out will be sent upon request. 


MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION BLANK 
To Unity Goop Worps C.us, 
c/o Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

I believe in the power of the spoken word, and I realize that I am held 
accountable for even my lightest words. I also believe that there is power in 
united effort. Therefore I desire to become a member of Unity Good Words 
Club, that I may unite in helping others as well as myself to speak only good, 
true words. 

I agree to guard my conversations against all negative words and to speak 
words of trust, faith, wisdom, goodness, truth, health, courage, cheer, purity, 
a rae. praise, joy, and good will. I will also abide by the rules of 

e Club. 


This blank must be signed personally by the one joining. 


Station WOQ—Santa Claus broadcast- 
ing to his many little friends the news that 
Unity School has the very loveliest story- 
books for them at this Christmas time. 

OOKS are such satisfactory gifts. After all the toys are worn out, 

after dolly’s hair is all crumpled and snarled, after the electric train 

refuses to run, there is still that jolly little book, just as good as 
new, with its always interesting story. Such are the books that Unity 
School has for the little folks—books that they will enjoy the whole 
year round, 

There is “Aunt Joy's Nature Talks,” for example. It is just brim 
full of interesting facts about trees, rocks, water, flowers, animals, and 
about the part that each of these creations of God has in the world. 
God created even the ugly worm for a purpose. This book will tell you 
what that purpose is. The book contains many interesting pictures and 
is published in two bindings: paper, $1, and cloth, $1.50. 

“Wee Wisdom’s Way,” by Myrtle Fillmore, will delight Mother and 
Dad almost as much as it will you. It is a story of the remaking of a 
whole family through the efforts of one little girl. It, too, is illustrated 
and beautifully bound in two bindings: paper, $.75; cloth, $1.50. 

“Treasure Box” is the story of two maidens who received rare gifts 
from a beautiful princess and of how each of these maidens used her 
gift. You will love the beautiful illustrations and the story of the fairy 
princess and the lesson that she taught. This book sells for $.50. 

One other Unity book that the little folk all love is called “The Gar- 
den, the Gate, and the Key.” There is a key that will admit each of you 
to the Garden of Wisdom. The story of Prudence, Patience, and Faith, 
and of their endeavors to find their keys may help you to find your key. 
This book is beautifully illustrated in colors and sells for $1.50. 

And now, little folk, station WOQ is signing off with just a final 
word from Santa Claus, to remind you to put Unity books on your own 
Christmas list and also on the list of gifts that you and Mother wish to 
give to your little friends. After you and Mother decide which of these 
books are to be put on these lists, write your wishes to 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 


Home of Wee Wisdom, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
| 
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TWO CHRISTMAS TREES 


As soon as breakfast was over we 
had our Christmas tree. 

There were presents and presents for 
all of us. 

I had a large doll. It is very pret- 
ty, and it can talk. 

I gave Daddy a kiss and Mother a 
kiss and Buddy a kiss. They said that 
my present was the nicest Christmas 
present of all. 

Then Buddy said that there was an- 
other Christmas tree, out in the barn! 

We went out to the barn. Inthe 
feedway there was a tree. There was a 
pony tied to the tree. The pony had 
holly in its mane and a holly wreath on 
its head. The ribbons that held it to 
the tree were green and red. 

The pony was for me! 
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Buddy led me to the pony, and she 
put down her head and let me pet her. 

Then Daddy put me on the pony’s 
back, and I had aride. Daddy held me 
by the arm. 

The pony has white spots and a 
white nose. 

I named my pony Dot. 

I asked Mother if Santa Claus 
brought Dot, and Mother said that 
Daddy bought her at the pony farm. 
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What 
Christmas Eve 


PAULINE ADAMS 


It was Christmas eve, and in Betty’s house. 
The children were fast asleep, 

When down the chimney popped Santa Claus 
And dropped his pack in a heap. 


Then he quickly filled the two stockings hung 
On the mantle, side by side; 

From the toes to the tops he stuffed them full, 
With playthings both long and wide. 


A jumping jack laughed from the top of one— 
He was for Betty’s brother— 

While a dolly all dressed in pink and blue 
Nodded and smiled from the other. 
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When Santa had gone and all was still— 
You never could guess what occurred. 


No doubt the jumping jack was to blame, 
For the doll hadn’t said a word. 


Being a jumper, of course he would jump; 
That’s how the frolic began. 

“T can jump out,” he said to the doll. 
“Don’t you believe that I can?” 


“You're so pretty,” he added, to coax her a bit, 
“*As sweet as I ever could find; 

I’d like very much to kiss your cheek— 
If you think that you wouldn’t mind.” 


He jumped toward her stocking and snatched her hand, 
And the dolly nearly fell out, 

While a little tin soldier, down underneath, 
Asked: ““What is this nonsense about >” 


The dolly, enraptured at all this to-do, 
Begged that Jumping Jack jump some more, 
And that is the reason the children next day 
Found Jumping Jack down on the floor! 
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Wine 
4 Words by Astra 


I love ‘the changing days of spring, I love the sum-mer 


cheer I love the rain-Y au-tumn time That 
Qu y 


Some’ folk think so drear 


1 love the dew, I love the snow, f 
The shade and shine tofether: 
’ No matter what the season 1s, 
I love the wealher ah 
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BLANCHE 
The lovely big packages, tied 


with red ribbon, 
Are splendid to look at, I 
know. 
I love the small lights on the 
Christmas tree branches 


That flicker on make-be- 


lieve snow— 


LW 


But best of them all is the 
tiny white package, 
“Most hidden, way up near 
the star, 
And Daddy pretends, though 


of course he just teases, 


That he can't reach up quite 
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